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Usual Suspects 


Author's Notes: 
Happy holidays to and from ACABserver 


A return to form for your's truly. 


the seemingly (and truly) random assortment of people is accurately just a partial collection of some of the 
bands some friends are into at the moment, and have been since forced into this absurdist farce. stick and see 


to find out what happens next, not like i know. 


cast(so far)(i hate the new tagging system so much)- alan parsons (alan parsons project), issei noro 
(casiopeia), robert fripp (king crimson), john lodge (moody blues), chris squire (yes), (sloan), (the police), john 
cale and lou reed (velveta undertheground), pedro aznar and charly garcia (seru giran), john entwistle (the who) 
the concept of the beatles, and more??? tbe 


It was a slow morning at All Coffees Are Beverages (ACAB). Perhaps it hadn't been the best business decision 
opening a coffee shop directly across from one of the 30 Dunkin’ Donuts in town, but nonetheless they 
managed to draw in a steady clientele of intolerable artist types who didn't believe in franchise commercialism. 
The ACAB server on shift right now was Chris, who'd just started recently, after the entire staff walked out 
after one especially fraught slam poetry night. The owner Mr. Sting let him know every day how close they 
were to having to close up shop, deeply in debt from all the repairs they needed from the mosh pit 
overrunneth. Chris just nodded sympathetically in the way a person working for minimum wage plus tips only 


could. 


Under threat of ‘if you can lean you can clean’, Chris had spent the past hour and a half making himself drinks 
to stay busy and grew increasingly caffeinated. He was on about his fifth cup of green tea (a grande Tea in 
the Sahara, served monsoon style (dry tea bag with water)) when his secondest customer of the day walked 
in, the chime of the door shaking him from his shaky stupor. Pedro voice Buen dia, are you open? a stringy 
man in an unlicensed Jaco Pastorius hoodie poked his head in. Pedro Aznar was a regular, and the hours were 


very clearly posted on the window as you entered. 
"No." Chris replied. 


Pedro voice Oh okay, | won't bother you. Ciao. He turned around and began to go. Issei wasn't paying attention 
either and walked directly up to the counter. "I will have a black coffee." 


‘lm sorry we don't serve that here but you can order a Twenty-Five to Midnight or a Lazurus Heart, Black 


Seam style." 
Issei stared unresponsively. 


“They're just different roasts served black." He sighed at the mockery that coffee shop naming conventions 


were. 

"0-kay. | will have a large Twenty-Five to Midnight 

"We don't serve larges here. You have to order a Petit, Haute, Gros, Vingt, or Triginta" 
"| will have a coffee” 


He put a bill on the counter and sat down far away. Pedro having realized he had been the pilgarlic of a ‘joke’, 
approached to order again with renewed confidence. Pedro voice Can | have a petit Desert Rose with honey? He 


happily tipped Chris twice as much as the tea cost and waited for his hot water and leaves. 


Peter hunched deeper into his embarrassingly oversized and ill-fitting cat-eared hoody grumbling. He'd slunk in 
dark and gloomy this morning to get some work in on his newest piece of literature hidden away in the back of 
the store. It was usually a lot quieter and more deserted than the library and he could find some peace of 
mind to be alone with his tortured thoughts before his splendid isolation was to be shattered by the raucous 


din of some sophmoric squabbling of freshmen. The legendary Japanese jazz fusion guitarist sat down beside 
him, as if there wasn't an entire room of other chairs he could have taken. "Excuse me," he started, glowering 
over the top of his Sandylion sticker covered laptop, "You're disturbing my brooding. Can't you go move 


somewhere else where you're not interfering with my manuscript.” 
Issei Noro looked around at all the other tables, then back at the man. "No." 
He leaned over peeking at his screen seeing what was so all-important. "This is Stardew Valley fanfiction 


"GET OUT." 


Despite the bad pay and the bad management and the bad customers, Chris genuinely enjoyed his job. There 
was something very soothing about preparing drinks; the warmth of the cup in his hands, the bloom of milk as 
it blossomed in coffee, the aromatic waft of tea, the process was like a meditation Ritual in service to the 
gods of caffeination My god he did that shit with the foam too, you know, when they make fucking shit with 
the foam? He set the cup of tea on the counter, steam unspooling into the air and spooned the honey in, 
wedging a piece of comb onto the rim of it like this was a cocktail bar. "| have a Desert Rose ready for Pee? | 


have a small black rose hip tea with honey for Piss?" Chris called out. 


Pedro voice Oh that is me. Thank you for your service sir. Do you think actually | could get a croissant too if 
that wouldn't be too much trouble. Chris sighed heavily and shrugged, "| guess. That'll be $5. Do you want it 


toasted?" 
Pedro voice | would yes. 
"Ok that'll be $6" 


You couldn't beat prices like this. Issei claimed his coffee and returned to watch Peter grow increasingly 
uncomfortable with him reading over his shoulder. "Leah would never say something like that, why aren't you 
writing this with Elliot instead, he seems more your type. Have you ever done a divorce speedrun, | think you'd 


be very into that. Divorce." 


Peter had enough and slammed his laptop shut. "Do you have any More comments you'd like to make about my 
Art?" he mewled, "This is a deeply personal piece, as you can see and I'd rather someone not goggle at my 
bleeding heart whilst upon my sleeve! | dip my fountain pen into its well of melancholic humour, the ichor of its 
suffering running long across the page as | recount such tales of hardship and woe. The fragility of life and 
love, victim to the unrelenting winds of time that gnaw savagely at the doors of one's soul. | exorcise these 
wintery demons as | give them name! Letting go, letting go of one's past, the future, oblivion Without care, | 


wander the countryside, as insubstantial as a ghost" 
"Why are you a catboy in this fanfic?" 


True artistry was never understood in its time. 


This brief rush ended as soon as it had begun, Pedro had taken up residence in one of the many valuable seats 
loitering and reading a his facebook. He was still nursing that first cup of tea to the point where it was 
definitely just sediment, but Chris didn't have the nerve to throw him out even if that's what his manager 
would have wanted. He was a loyal customer and it wasn't as if he was bothering anybody. Afterall wasn't the 
point of coffee shops to sell overpriced beverages to people so they could lounge around like a bohemian for 3 


hours being unproductive in a relatively nonhostile environment? 


The soft jazz enhancing the silence of the cafe would have lulled Chris back to sleep, had he not had 6 cups of 
tea so far and his eye twitching. He could check his phone, or trim his nose hairs in the back of a spoon or 
something like that, but he always feared the watchful eyes of Mr. Sting. There weren't any cameras that he 
could see, but he had the sinking suspicion he was always being watched. It was probably because the place 
was haunted but he feared the owner had abilities beyond the realm of mortal men All-seeing, all-knowing, 


that was how you got promoted to positions like general manager. He had to remain vigilant. 


Glancing around briefly, he hunched his shoulders and pulled out his phone, checking for messages from his 


bandmates who'd spent all morning texting in class. 


AWGS: Yeah. My friend's cousin's sister in-law's dogwalker said Ariana Grande has been trying to steal her 
identity for yrs. She got all the surgeries and everything. Of course the Press doesn't want you to know this 
Who do you think has been paying them hush $$$? 4grandegate +grandeillusion 

PP: so did you ever clear up things with that guy or. 

AWGS: He's part of Them. 

Chwris Mwurphy is typing.. 

CM: Hey guys! Any news on the upcoming show dates? | heard maybe the lith at 1:30 or I2th at 9:00? | mean 
if we could do both thatd be really super. 

AWGS: The Illumiananati 

CM: | think Jay was talking to the owner the other day, have you heard from him yet? 

PP: i haven't seen him all weekend. txt him idk 

AWGS: When you see him next. He will not be the same. Look in his eyes. You know who will be looking back. 
4+#the #truth #is #out #there 

Chwris Mwurphy is typing.. 


PP: youre insane 
"Hey- you guys serve Pank Drank here?" a voice interrupted Chris, almost dropping his phone. 
He looked up, then down at a small frizzy-haired person waiting at the register. "No?" He asked, 


"No." Peter answered for him. This wasn't Starbucks. As so clearly evidenced by all the signage and the fact 
there were only a handful of people in here at peak time. Pedro also shook his head at them. 


"Well then what's the fucking point of anything," they exhaled irritably and left without so much as a glance at 


the catboys in the corner. 


Chris concerned looked towards the others. "What the heck is a Pink Drink?" 


"Pepto Abysmal," Pedro graciously informed him. Peter palmed his face. 


There had been much talk of opening a Starbucks recently, furtive whispers behind closed doors, money 
exchanging hands. Dunkin’ unquestionably had a stranglehold on the small college town and any threat to its 
dominance was to be met with swift justice. The only reason the coffee shop had been permitted to stay was 
only to give the false illusion of choice under late-stage capitalism. It was no real competition and barely 
managing to make ends meet as it were selling luxury Sting branded bonbons and avocado toast he'd failed to 
trademark to a very specific sort of clientele that managed to elude their target demographics. Not that local 
entrepreneur Sting was terribly concerned with profits at the end of the day despite what his prices would 
have you think, it was more of a vanity project. Unlike his new line of atheleisure wear, olive oil, or rhinoplasty 


clinics. 


The particular franchise located conveniently across the street from Mr Sting's ailing ACAB was in the midst 
of a typically busy morning, serving coffees and doughnuts to cops and college students alike, no glimmers of 
irony once crossing their minds. Despite this being a work of pure fantasy, Ollie still worked at Dunkin’ Donuts. 
The manager, Al Dunkacino, was on shift today and had a real bug up his ass about the whole S word B word 
affair, and was taking it out on all the other employees. A group of kids just tried to order mint, yeah, just 
loose mint, so she had enough to deal with already nevermind ShitBitches. 


| have... sigh. | have an order of fuckin.. Leaves. For a Christa? Christa come and get your leaves." This is 
what you got for obeying ‘the customer is always right. The customer always has a right to shut the fuck up 


is what they have. The last guy just ordered a cup. With a bug in it. This was a respectable place of business 
not stand up night at the Apollo. Bug in a cup my ass. At least it wasn't Mr 525. 


"I bet it's that Sting motherfucker who's been up to all this, he's been a thorn in my side for years," Mr 
Dunkacino raved from the back, "This is a hate crime against Italians is what it is! | oughta go right up to his 
castle 'n knock on his door and give that stronzo what for. There's gotta be some kinda way | can put the lid 
on this shit- hey hey, have you been listenin’ to me?" 

Ollie blinked unfocused, pouring coffee onto the floor. "Yeah?" 

"Repeat what | just said," he put his hands on his hips expectantly. 

"You're... Gonna kill Sting?" 


"That's a great idea. | like the cut of your jib kid, you're gonna go far." 


Even though Ollie knew he wasn't joking, she hoped he was, Sting was too sexy to die. Yet anyways. If it landed 


her manager in prison though, well, maybe she could compromise. She experimentally hefted her sandwich bag 


of this week's tips in mostly pennies and nickels, yeah, this would probably do the trick need be. There was 
poetic justice to the thought, a performance piece on how minimum wage was killing working class Americans 
and the wealth gap. Real Chris Burden shit. Her edgelord art major friends would cream themselves for this 
high concept contemporary art bullshit. That sort of crap really did it for folks when you really grokked it, 
even if those who didn't always gave comments about how their kid could've done that. Oh yeah? And did your 
kid kill Sting with a bag of nickels? | don't think so. 


Mr. Sting wasn't the best manager in the world, but he probably didn't deserve to be bludgeoned to death 
because of some imagined slight. Chris surreptitiously glanced at his phone again, waiting for the water to boil 
on another pot of coffee, he could have sworn he saw the time tick backwards this day was going so slow. Still 
no texts from Jay. He was probably taking notes like a responsible adult, whereas Andrew had somehow 
managed to sell/gaslight Patrick on the idea that Ariana Grande was going around stealing people's identities like 
some sort of vampire and he could very possibly be next. Here Patrick was now wanting peer reviewed journals 
and articles from accredited publications, still somewhat skeptical but evidently not as much as a sane person 
would be; Andrew meanwhile had just been taking the piss and thought this was extremely funny. Ariana 
Grande would never pretend to be a white person. 


There'd been a few people, who trickled in occasionally, but didn't end up purchasing anything, and were mostly 
all the same man. At this time of day it was just him and the two free-loaders, if he turned around the 
portraits of Sting all over the walls or covered the eyes, maybe he could just join then and do something more 
productive like work on some of his songwriting or seed torrents. He'd attempted once to sneak some of his 
own band's music into the store playlist, but had been swiftly apprehended and sentenced to a one month's 
Kenny G. This place was like some sick perversion of the movie Footloose or whatever movie he was thinking 
about, where fun-loving CanRock was banned and smooth jazz and adult contemporary had been enforced by 
the extremely local totalitarian government. This was exactly what living under a facist regime was like without 


hyperbole. 


Maybe if Mr. Sting was only very slightly murdered by a jilted fast food worker he could live with it. On days 
like this specifically. Then he'd feel bad. He'd still rise from his grave to try and stop them if they played at 
his funeral though. 


The door rang, rousing Chris from his daydream in time to plaster on his well-practiced customer-service 


smile. "Good morning! How can | help you?" 
The man who'd entered, looking around leaned in and asked. "Can | just get a cup of water." 


"Uh sure, no problem.. here." Chris filled the paper cup a little nervously, he'd been in and out several times 
already in the past half hour and was hoping the customer would eventually buy something, but as soon as he 
had his water he was gone again. Through the window you could vaguely see Chris Squire walking through the 
parking lot to a small inflatable pool, dumping the cup in, and walking back. He faintly recalled the myth of 
Sisyphus, and wondered what the hell did this all have to do with him. 


As the bell rang again, Chris (murphied) knitting his brows gently reminded him there was a sink he could get 
water from instead (it was all from the tap anyways) in the bathroom, for paying customers. Chris (squared) 
decided he would rather die than fulfill a simple request, and returned outside to wallow in his inch of room 


temperature water like a petulant capybara. 


Well that was Mondays for you. 


The nearby university, The Mike Love Institute for People Who Like Spending Lots of Money, let out its first 
classes of the day around this time and there'd be a short rush of pseudo-intellectuals. Cale and Reed couldn't 
be bothered to teach first thing in the morning, as students were the last thing you wanted to see when you 
dragged your sorry behind to work at the crack of Satan's ass, and were still in their kits- Reed, having just 
come from tai chi, in a grimy tee and baggy pants looking every part someone who if you attempted to speak 
to before he'd had his coffee he'd shit in your mouth. Cale, glossy black hair slightly damp from squash, was 
fitted in a tight little polo and matching shorts like some upperclass tarty twit. 


Professor Cale was in the school's controversial college of music while ‘Professor’ Reed ‘taught’ ‘English’. They 
never attended tai chi together, as Lou would constantly criticize John's form, the master pointing out every 

flaw in his amateurish technique and frankly reprehensible white crane sweep. And rarely did they play squash 
together, as Lou would relentlessly criticize John's form while consistently getting his ass handed to him. Only 


in rare moments like these you would find them together in relative peace at the watering hole, narration 


provided by Sir Richard Attenborough. 


Chris recognized these two as teachers from the school; they were always either going through a divorce or 
getting engaged or god only knows. By the looks of things it seemed as if they couldn't stand each other and he 
could never fathom why they didn't just stop seeing the other if they weren't deeply in love. Or deeply messed 
up, but that was a given. 


"Yeah gimme a black coffee with a gram of blow in it," Lou accosted the counter in a typically New York 
bravado that cowed small college town folk giving his shitbird order. 


"Um." Chris tapped a small laminated sign behind him on the wall that read ‘NO. WE DO NOT HAVE HARD 
DRUGS, STOP ASKING: Beside it, there was a photo of a person shaped thing with glasses and a two-tone 
moustache labeled ‘DO NOT SERVE THIS MAN’. 


His partner spoke up touchily leaning over and ordering for them both. "I'll have a double espresso and he will 
take a black with three splendas." 


"Don't patronize me," Lou shoved him, to which the other man only smirked, disaffected. 
"Right, coming right up," Chris attempted. No one ever paid attention to the product names on the board. Like 


why even bother if you're just going to order everything off menu. He got another order for a medium cafe 


latte with honey (haute Regatta de Blanc certified gold xl) from a grandmotherly type he just didn't have the 


heart to try and correct. 

A socially acceptable rendition of ‘Why Don't We Do It In The Road' came on over the tinny store PA. Pedro 
who'd just been watching cat videos this whole time smiled warmly cupping his now cold tea. "Ah me encanto 
los Beatles, recuerdo escucharlos cuando era niño. Es ellos que me metió en la musica en primer lugar. Solia 
pensar que esta canción se trataba de cogiendo." 

John's ears perked up at the opportunity to practice his mediocre Spanish and chimed in excitedly. Of course 
he decided to pay attention when somebody mentioned fucking. "Ah, que bien- pues sobre de sexo. Se que.. las 
letras son ehhh complicados pero McCartney el digo que estaba inspirado. Como, los monos," he shrugged, 
stiffly quoting, "Era una.. vista... liberadora" 

"No es el mejor del los Beatles album blanca." 

"And la encontraste liberadora?" 

"Ehhh. Me gustó Revolution Number 4 mas... 

"Ah, yo también!" 


Lou wished they'd save this shit until he had some caffeine. It was like they weren't even speaking English. He 
could pick up snippets here and there but that was enough for him to butt in. "Well | Hate the Beatles!" 


"We know Lou." John sighed. 

"The Beatles can suck my ding dong!" 

"We know Lou." 

"Voy a fingir que no hablo Inglés para que él no me hable." 

"Yo hago a veces. Nid yw byth yn gweithio." 

Feeling sufficiently left out Lou crossed his arms grumbling to Chris, "I hate when he starts speaking Elvish at 
me if there's one thing | can't abide by its a nerd. | knew he only does it so he can say mean things about me 
with me around too. He's always saying such mean things about me." 

"Pe bawn i eisiau eich galw chi'n cont byddwn i'n ei ddweud yn Saesneg," John muttered rolling his eyes and r's. 


"SEE! HE DID IT RIGHT THERE!" Lou pointed frothing. 


| said ‘/ love youl" John barked back saccharinely. Pedro didn't want to get involved, he really just wanted to 
talk about the Beatles again if that was fine. 


Lou gestured in disgust to Chris who'd been trying to focus on preparing drinks now that there were actual 
customers in the cafe who wanted theirs before they grew cold and grew mold. "This is America you speak 
American. No respect. | think everyone should have a BA in English, builds character. Every day before bed | 
kiss my BA in English goodnight 


John took some mild offense to this whether it was a joke or not. "You don't kiss me goodnight." 
"Well, you don't matter that much to me." 


If Chris needed any further proof a BA in English got you nowhere in life, this was it. A large man in a blue 
blazer and paisley scarf, the head research librarian Alan Parsons, greeted him, making polite conversation 


"Hello Chris, how has it been working here ontop of all your classes?" 


He was caught off guard by the turn of a friendly voice given the domestic squabbling drowning out whatever 
light muzak rendition of Maxwell's Silver Hammer was playing right now. It was a little surprising he still 
remembered him, it wasn't as if he'd been the most studious kid there. He'd mostly hung around the library to 
use the computers or couches sleeping between classes. Even if he wasn't one of his teachers, there was 
always some sense of unease seeing them in public outside their natural habitat. Cale and Reed had stopped 
arguing by now, Reed, having moved on already to more important things like, when the fuck was his fucking 
coffee gonna be ready, and Cale, visibly seething, every tendon in his neck looking like it was about to snap at 
any moment like an overtuned guitar. 


"Oh er," Chris slid a sleeve onto one of the paper cups that advertised proudly how it was constructed with 1% 
post consumer cardboard. "I kind of dropped out. | decided to just speed run working a dead end service job 
before having to get a degree and several thousand dollars of student debt first to do so." 


"Well | won't say it's not a bit of a disappointment but | hope you're doing well. | still see your old friends 
around from time to time," Alan surveyed the confusing menu trying to decode the items. An Englishman In 
New York was clearly an americano, Heavy Cloud No Rain, a macchiato, to be iced was Driven to Tears, and 
Fields of Gold was a caramel frap, but god help him whatever Deathwish meant. 


"Patrick, Andrew, and Jay? Yeah we're in a band together- are. Not were. Yes, in this economy.” Chris clarified. 
‘| was going through a time for a while when | had a moment where | had to decide what was really important 
to me. | would rather stick with Sloan and try to make it as a group than try and get a degree but still not 


know what | want to do with my life. We have a couple upcoming shows actually.’ 
"Oh really? When?" Alan asked with mild interest. 
"tm... Not sure yet. But they're definitely happening! Eventually!" 


Alan smiled affably and looked away from the menu overhead. "Well, in the meantime can | trouble you for a 


regular coffee?" 


Chris nodded of course and finished up his current order, which John grabbed before Lou could and threw it in 
his face. The memaw tried to collect his latte and hurry out, but Lou already was tossing it at John and he 
assured Chris that it was actually fine and he didn't have to apologize and make him another as he headed 
across the street where all people did was spit in your drink. He strained to hand Alan his black coffee safely 
without it being commandeered for artillery yet this was met with dissatisfaction as well. 


"Where's the cream and sugar...” 
"You asked for a regular. There you go, regular." 
“There's nothing regular about this." 


Well how was he supposed to know that. Regular was just a setting on a washing machine. The drinks were 
listed clearly above them, and regular was not one of the options so as always he'd had to guess or read 
minds. In many parts of the world, you were expected to add the cream and sugar for people- regular people. 
This was not one of them. Chris took the cup back and fixed it, slightly irritated, but at least he was not being 
asked to take the cream and sugar out of it. He was a barista not a wizard. Still, he got a tip out of it and 
Alan retreated to the back of the cafe far away from the live performance. "Can you turn that down PLEASE, 
some of us are trying to read" Peter waved at them. Naturally, the two just got even louder for that flack 
Ogg. Loudness wars were terrible for fidelity. 


John (of the Entwistle variety), still bleary eyed from sleep, had just gotten up at the crack of.. Nine forty 
seven, too damned early. He staggered into the coffee shop deaf to the world. "Yeah, whatever can you Irish 
up my coffee boy?" 


Chris looked behind him at one of the men take a vicious crack across the jaw while lining up a low blow of his 
own. "Put blood in it?" 


"Whiskey." 

"Oh. I'm gonna need to see some ID then young man" 

"Do | look seventeen," John asked with a hollow sincerity in his dead eyes. 

‘Its real tough being seventeen these days." 

Ollie could vouch for this. Not that it was any easier as you got older. Fact of the matter, you were unsafe at 
any speed. Already swamped with economics coursework in their minor at The Miles Copeland (jr 2) College of 
Business and Being a Bitch and a Bastard, Emi was also beginning to regret taking Professor Sterling Morrison 
PHD's lecture hall on Medieval Literature for purely simp reasons. Why couldn't they have just taken some 


bullshit like Music Appreciation to round out their hours for the semester? They were already the genius of 


appreciating music, like you needed to be taught how, it was basically a 40 minute excuse for people to get 


mad about the Beatles each week. 


Cramming for a test in a noisome coffee shop twenty minutes before an exam did about as much for you as 
pissing in the wind only to have the wind come and blow it back in your face, but it was the thought that 
counted. Stupid cunt that he were, Raymond was in the fine arts program, extoling the virtues of not really 
giving the rodents behind about about grades anymore. He'd come much to the same realizations that Chris 
had and seen the light. It was behind him. Fading away. You didn't need to be smart to make good art. You just 
needed to be an asshole. This actually applied to everything. 


The ACAB usuals case in point. Andy and Robert advanced masked, ready for more of those delightful little 
green cakes that had cemented their friendship together. God knows what was in them, and what made them 
green (uranium?) but they knew better than to question it; a great magician never revealed his tricks. Sting 
certainly wouldn't, and Chris had sworn to a vow of secrecy, knowing if these chumps ever found out every 
day they'd just unwrap some Little Debbies and toss them in lime jello like some kind of mid-century 
commentary on commercialism through the artistic medium of aspics, they'd likely never return and no one 
would ever hear the end of it from them. "Scrumptious, we'll take ten. And truffles for myself. Eh- Summers, 


you want anything?" 


Andy Summers came in like a trail of smoke unspooling itself, inhaling a cigarette and a black cup of coffee he 
found in the parking lot. The lighting stark and intense on his features, collar of his coat pulled up around his face 
which was dramatically half-concealed in shadow. He scrutinized this line up with a squint out a spaghetti western, 
daring somebody to draw first: Insomniacs in a city that never sleeps. Some people said life was a dream, but you 
had to wake up to know it was really a nightmare. "Oh a crumpet would be lovely thanks." 


It was odd that the lighting should change so suddenly, as if the scene had just shifted genres. Terrible for 
reading to; Alan had to wonder why anyone would willingly come here to eat like this let alone work. The catboy 
hunched over his laptop defensively, adjusting the brightness. "I don't see why you can't just use one of the 
study rooms in the library, you'd probably get a lot more work done without all this goings on" 


Peter took a deep inhale, having had his techniques criticized enough times in one day. "It has no ATMOSPHERE." 
"And this does?" 


The fan spun in a lazy circle overhead, cinematically framing the people beneath it with each sweep of a blade. 
Chop. Chop. Chop. Like the methodical motions of a trained killer, detached from the scene of death that no doubt 
filled the cate lke the smell of cigarettes, black coffee, and murder. DI Andy Summers was a hard man, you had 
fo be these days, and stil that old unease pulled at him knowing in his gut there was something wrong. 


He hoped his old senses weren't playing up on him, he needed a case bad Itd been a rough month The boss man 
Copeland said if he didn’t shape up soon hed be on the out and out pretty pink slp swept under his door. Miles (jr 
sr) was a tough customer and hitting the streets looking for a beat Summers found himself miles from home, back 
at the door of his old police partner, Gordon Sumner. Andy ashed his cigarette in his outsides temperature coffee 
and hawklke looked the barista in the eye. "| say old boy, is your boss about, | need to speak to the manager.” 


His horrified reaction warranted an explanation, ‘no this isn't about you". "We're old friends." 
"Oh um well he doesn't really come in but | can call and let him know you were here Mr.." Chris stalled. 


"Summers, Detective Inspector Andy Summers." Andy did not flash the badge he did not have. 


"Oh- has.. Something happened with my boss?" 

‘Not... Yet" Andy said disquietingly. "But | have reason to believe he may be involved in a potential murder." 
"Murder???" 

He was literally just saying shit but sure, why not. He'd watched Minority Report once. "Potentially." 

Chris was on edge, his pulse quickening at the thought of such a horrible thing happening, potentially, to 
someone he vaguely knew. It was like one of those True Crime things, what did they call them? Parasocial 
relationships, right. "Well if there's anything | can do to help Detective!" 

"You can start by getting me my crumpet.” 


Andy took a bite and a long pause. The audience on the edge of their chairs in apprehension 


"| just ate something terrible." 


Now who would possibly want to murder Mr. Sting? Chris wondered. A lot of people, many with perfectly 
justifiable reasons. Why even he had considered condoning it just this very morning, but turning a blind eye to 
injustice and committing a most heinous act of violence were two very different things. Any one of the people 
in this restaurant could be the killer. So could anyone on earth but 10% of murders are committed by 
someone the victim knows, and while Chris just made that statistic up, and chances were Mr. Sting had never 


actually set foot in this store and spoken to any of these Joe Publics, it was still a nonzero chance. 

"Any one of us could be a suspect," he worried out loud. Chris shot a glare at Cale and Reed, who didn't care if 
the Police arrived to break up this domestic dispute, disorderly, drunken, indecent, or otherwise. Years of being 
exposed to New York left them with a healthy disrespect of the law. "Excuse me but can Lennon and 
McCartney over there knock it off and get a room already, this is a public place, there are children about” 
"Where?" 


"Well there's John... He's only seventeen’ 


Entwistle still waiting for his drink grumbled and fished out his ID, looking every one of his seventeen and then 
some years. Cale was unimpressed, but this callout stopped him long enough to take survey of the situation 


"What's this about a murder?" 
"Sting's been murdered!" 


Andy backpedaled rapidly, "Now now | never said that! Explicitly.. Just that, he may.. potentially... possibly... 


maybe.. Be in involved in one." 

Reed was skeptical. "Based on what?" 

"Based and poggers mind your own business." Andy snapped back. "Source?" 

*lt was once revealed to me in a dream. 

They groaned. Meanwhile the cogs in Chris's head were spinning rapidly, the hamster that occupied his 
brainspace running at a maddening pace to keep up with his theories. Was Sting then the murderer? Then, who 
was the victim? The wheels stopped abruptly in a panic, hamster flung off and crashing into the boxes full of 
long-lost memories and lectures he'd supposedly attended but didn’t recall he was always promising to sort 
through. It made so much sense, how did he not see it before? Everything was coming all together in a 


moment of grand elucidation. 


"Oh my god Jay's been murdered by Sting." 


